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I watch a starling cut the sky
a dagger through the blood of cold,
and grasses bound by strings of wind
stockade the sobbing fruit among the bees.

Oh, larch tree, with icy hair
your needles thread the thoughts of snow
while in die fields a shivering girl
takes to her breasts the sad ripe apples.

Juniper Holds to the Moon

Juniper holds to the moon
a girl adoring a bracelet;
as the hills draw up their knees
they throw their jasmine girdles.

You are a forest of game,
a thought of nights in procession,
you tread through the bitter fires
of the nasturtium.

I decorate you to a smell of apples,
I divide you among the voices
of owls and cavaliering cocks
and woodpigeons monotonously dry,

I hang lanterns on your mouth

and candles from your passionate crucifix,

and bloody leaves of the Virginia

drip with their scarlet oil.

There is a pike in the lake
whose blue teeth eat the midnight stars
piercing the water's velvet skin
and puncturing your sleep.